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like a baby, then hurled him away from the stair,
over to the floor below.

He waited, looking down, then rushed down
the stair, bent for a moment over the huddled
figure, passed out through the door.

It had happened in a flash as lightning strikes
a house. Judith had not stirred; now, liberated,
she ran to Georges, frantically, crying she knew
not what, knelt down beside him.

His head was bleeding and both his legs were
bent beneath him. He was quite conscious and
he looked at her and smiled.

*  My back is broken ... he has done for me/
' No.    No------' She lifted his head and placed

it against her breast.

* There's  nothing to  do, Judy, my darling.
I'll be gone in a moment.    The old devil was
strong. . . .'

She tried to be clear-headed and wise. This
was the crisis of her whole life, something for
which she had been always preparing. Her hand
was soaked in the blood from his wounded head,
but she could think of nothing save his eyes, which
stared into hers as though they would never let
her go.

41 must fetch someone. They shall ride into
Rosthwaite. . . / She did not know what she
said,

1 No. Don't go. Don't leave me. Soon I
shan't see you/

She began to cry.

' ... It is just. . . . Now we had come to love